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ADVERTISEMENT to the READER. 


. is one of the moſt difficult branches of Poetry to convey moral Truth, with 
any kind of ſpirit, and Elegance, by Precept: the reaſon of which is, that 
our paſſions are not at all intereſted; and the images by which it is repreſented 
are common, and familiar to every one; nor is the writer at liberty to dreſs them 
out in that rich and ornamental manner, which is allowable if not neceſſary in 
ſome other ſpecies of Poetry. The ſtile muſt be plain, eaſy, and natural; neat, 
but not florid; flowing, but not figurative: which how little it is calculated to 
catch the eyes, and command the eſteem of the ill- judging Multitude, may be 
collected from this common obſervation, that the reſpect and deference paid to 
any man is generally in direct proportion to the quantity of lace, and embroidery 
on his coat. Generally I ſay, becauſe there is no rule, without an exception; and 
as ſuch I might inſtance that loud, and tumultuous Applauſe, with which our great, 
and good Patriot was received by the city of London. But to do this would be, 
as Shakeſpear ſays, to gild refined Gold, or throw a perfume on the violet: he is as 


much ſuperior to the praiſes of the honeſt Panegyriſt, as the cenſures of the hire- | 
ling Scribbler. Indeed he is taller on his own bottom, than others with the advan- | 


tage ground of fortune; having in himſelf that intrinſick worth, and honour, of 
which Place, and Popularity are but the mere Semblance and Echo. — 

But if it be thus difficult to deliver moral Truth in a ſpirited and elegant 
manner, by Precept; it is no leſs dangerous to do it, by Example. There is a 
Suſpicion and Malevolence in human Nature, which will aſſume to itſelf, or miſ- 
apply to others, the moſt common Character, and general Expreſſions. In the 
Decline of Athens, you could not name Corruption, and Venality, but the whole 
ſtate took it to themſelves : and I have read that the whole Duty of Man was 
turned into a virulent Satyre, by a perſon's ingeniouſly ſetting down the Names of 
his Neighbours, overagainſt the particular Vices, mention'd in that excellent 
book. By ſuch unfair, and ungenerous proceeding, the ten Commandments may 
come in time to be conſtrued into Scandalum Magnatum, and the book of 
| Deuteronomy be burnt by the hangman, as an invective or Libel againſt all 
mankind. | 3 

The Author of the following lines, conſcious of the rectitude of his intentions, 
and earneſtly deſirous of being reckoned a quiet, harmleſs, inoffenſive, good ſort 


of a man, is thus beforehand with the Reader, to warn him againſt applying any 


general Character to perſons and not things. His ſubject led him naturally to 
conſider the deceitfulneſs of the human heart ; how 1t impoſes upon us by dreſ- 
ſing out the Sin, that moſt eaſily beſets us, in the Apparel, and hkeneſs of that 


virtue, to which it is neareſt ally'd : thus the moſt extravagant voluptuary calls | 
himſelf generous, the moſt ſordid Miſer thrifty ; Drunkenneſs flies for protection 
to Society and Hoſpitality, Fornication to the law of Nature; Sedition conceals 


itſelf under the Maſk of Patriotiſm, and Enthuſiaſm, under that of Religion. As 


to the praiſe or Panegyrick the reader may meet with, it requires no apology, or | 
direction how to be applied. The ſame malevolence of temper, that makes Satyre | 


perſonal, will be apt to make this general; unleſs indeed the hkeneſs be fo ſtrik- 
ing and lively, that neither Malice nor Envy can poſſibly miſtake it, 
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N that rude climate where the Alps als, 
And mountains heapd on mountains threat the ſkies, | 

From one prolific hill their wat'ry ſtores 

The Rhone, the Rhine, the Po, the Danube pours : 

Thro' diffrent. lands their diff rent courſe they bend; 

Now prone in rapid cataracts deſcend, 

Boll, foam, and roar, the trees impetuous tear, 

And grate hoarſe thunder on the diſtant ear; 

Now ſtealing gently thro' their oozy bed, 

O'er ſmiling plains their beauteous plenty ſpread, 4 
With ne&trous dews the purple vineyards feed, 

Bid olives riſe, and harveſts crown the mead, 
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Fair Commerce all her canvaſs wings unfold, 
And fly to diſtant ſuns, and ſhores of gold: 

Thus from the Heart, that ſeat of joy, and woe, 
In various ſtreams our various Paſſions flow : 


| Now, loud as Ztna's ſmouldering torrents roar, 
They burſt impetuous; tides of reeking gore 
Whelm in promiſcuous ruin heaps of lain, 

And dreary deſolation ſweeps the plain! 

Now gentler grown, with current ſmooth and mild, 
They chear the barren, ſooth the thirſty wild, 

By Reaſon guided, checkt, impell'd produce 

In Life's fair plan all Ornament and Uſe. 
This fruitful ſource, thus rightly underſtood, 
Of greateſt evil, or of greateſt good, 

Whence all their hues our tinctur'd Paſſions draw, 
O watch, preſerve it pure, with ſacred awe! 


Can ſtreams be clear from fountains dark and foul ? 
Or actions good, corrupt, and baſe the Soul ? 

No, Lucivs, no — fair Virtue trembling flies, 

Or ſhould ſhe ſtay, her boaſted beauty dies; 


Devotion 1 turns to farce, and ſenſe and ſpirit 


A MORAL EPESTLE. . v9 
When dear to Virtue, to his country dear, 
| Accompliſht PoLL1o charm'd the public ear, 
Firm as a rock *midft wav'ring ſenates ſtood, 2 
And boldly ſtem'd corruption's venal flood, 
What crouds admir'd his wit and manly ſenſe ? 
What crouds ador'd his patriot eloquence ? 
Tis paſt, *tis gone— and lo the wiſe, the brave, 
The virtuous Pol LIo is a titled ſlave. 
Bluſh, Freedom, bluſh! thy fav'rite Son is fold, 
And love for Thee ſubmits. to love for gold; | 


— — 
. — —— — — — 
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Dead to all fame, and to his parts unjuſt, 
He makes God's gift a pander to his luſt. 

Not fo * CauiLLus, Britain's dear delight, 
Firm to his truſt, inflexible from right; 
Born to ſupport his drooping country's cauſe, 
Maintain her freedom, and ſecure her laws, 
To guide the frail machine with ceaſeleſs care, 
Each crazy ſpring, and tott'ring wheel repair. 
Bleſt Stateſman, that can Attic wit combine 
With Roman ſtrength, and eloquence divine; 


* CAMILLUS — the Name of a noble ROMAN, who though 1lI-treated, and 
injured, would not ſuffer Reſentment to triumph over publick Virtue, Glowin 
with that ardent Affection, that holy Enthuſiaſm, which inflames the breaſts of 
the great and good, he ſaved his bleeding Country from utter Deſtruction. 
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Can Attic wit, and Roman ſtrength employ, 

| To blaſt the foes of heavn-born Liberty! 

In vain Ambition ſpreads her tinſel charms ; 

And Pleaſure woos him with extended arms, 

Drawn by no Party's devious glare aſtray, 

Thoſe wand'ring fires, that glitter to betray, 

Up Virtue's ſteep aſcent the Patriot toils, 

And meets his due reward in BRITAIN's ſmiles. 

Smile, happy BRITAIN, ſtill benignant ſmile, 

- Leſt Heav'n vindictive curſe thy murm'ring Iſle; 

Snatch from thy widow'd Arms thy laſt, beſt Son, 

And ſend the fell deſtroying Angel down! 

Faſt chainꝰd by Grief, on thy deſerted ſhore, 

I hear thee, woeful Maid, thy fate deplore ; 

While rav'ning Vultures wing their deſtin'd way, 

Drink thy warm blood, and on thy Vitals prey. 
Say what twixt PoLLio's and CAMILLUS' part 

The diff'rence makes? I'll tell you friend — the heart: 

Be This the Patriots pride, with this uncrown'd 

Wit is a jeſt, and eloquence a ſound: 

This too the Saint's delight — unwarm d within 
Pray'r is mere babbling, ſanctity is ſin. 


Conſtant 5 
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Conſtant at Church AvARO prays ſo loud, 
His noiſy zeal confounds the gaping croud ; "i 
With hands uprais'd, and heav'n-· projected as 85 1 
Full thrice a day he ſmites his breaſt and ſighs : | 
Diſſembling wretch, with heart ſo prone to evil, 
A mere machine, a ſtopwatch to. the Deyil! — 
Will Nature's awful Pow'r ſo juſt, and wiſe, 

Whoſe inſtant glance thro” all creation flies, | 
Pervades each movement of our inmoſt ſouls, | | 
Where thought impelling thought continual rolls, | 
Pleas'd with ſuch off rings view with partial eye | 
Thy ſpecious form, and. well-feign'd ſanCtity i ? | 
No — he beholds thee Wretch, tho? wrapt in pray Tr, | 
A Wolf diſguis d, a painted Sepulcher; 5 j 
Regards no more thy cant, and godly whine, | 
Than yon dumb ſtatue, on the marble ſhrine, | 
Whoſe hands are ſeen in holy rapture clos'd, || 
And ſtedfaſt eyes to heav'n alone diſpos'd, | 
Pray'rs ſenſeleſs image, where no ſoul within 9 
Speaks thro? the form, and animates the mien. 
When all the breaſt is pure, each warm deſire 


Sublim d by holy love's etherial fire, 
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On winged words our breathing Thoughts may riſe, 
And ſoar to heav'n a grateful ſacrifice : 

Not ſo, my Friend, when carnal Paſſions reign, 
And groſſer acts of fin the Heart diſtain; 

Our ſouls all clotted by contagion grow, 


And brood, and grovel in the duſt below: 


Like ling'ring Ghoſts, that loath, as fables ſay, 


| To leave the body, haunt their kindred clay. 


But ah how few a firm, and faithful band, 

Th” aſſaults of warring Paſſions can withſtand ! 5 
With Wirlwind-force they now the Heart aſſail, 
Now with ſurpriſe, and crafty feints prevail, 
Betray the fort, thro” friendſhip's fair diſguiſe, 

Till half-conſenting vanquiſh'd Virtue dies. 


Aſk Cos ius proud and vain, whoſe laviſh taſte 


Ruins his health, and lays his fortune waſte, 

What darling luſt his ſinful boſom ſways ? 
What! — *Tis an honeſt, gen' rous love of praiſe : 
For ev'ry Vice to Virtue is ally'd, 

And thin partitions their weak bounds divide: 

To the pale Miſer, bent with ſordid pain, 


And brooding, harpye like, o'er ill-got gain, 
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His fav'rite Vice the garb of Virtue wears, 

And dreſt by paſſion modeſt Thrift appears: 
"Tis Nature's law, voluptuous CLop1o cries, 7 
Steaming from ſtews, and brothel revelries; 

Tis nature's law, decrepid HIRcus ſwears, 
Love-ſick, and lewd, at more than ſeventy years: 
What, PuBL1us, made thy gentle ſoul deſpiſe 
The ſtricteſt bonds, and deareſt charities ? 


Rous'd thy young blood to more than civic ſtrife, 


And arm'd thy hand againſt thy Sov'reign's Life? 


The dæmon Diſcord roſe in CaTo's form, 
And blew the trump to freedom's falſe alarm; 


He caught the ſound, and mad with patriot pride, 
In faction's curſed cauſe the rebel dy d. 


Hence in the Church have Hereſies been ſpread, £ 


Begot by Mammon, and by Frenzy fed : 
Beneath Religion's fair and ſpecious guiſe, 
S1MoN the hot field preacher cants and lies; 
Pretends to gifts the goſpel text explains, 

But ſhews a lack of grace, as well as brains : 


A Saint without, a reprobate within, 
His viſage ſwoln with prayr, his heart with fin; 
B 2 
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Deceiving and deceiv'd he roars around, 
And ſells for ſolid pence an empty ſound. 
Thus the fond heart, by ſome dear paſſion ſway'd, 
Frail and corrupt 1s ſoon to fin betray'd ; 
Vice by degrees a firm poſſeſſion gains, 
And or the willing Soul deſpotic reigns : 
Dreadful no more the meager hag appears, 
Purſu'd by doubts, and harrow'd up with fears; 
Trickt out in laviſh ornaments ſhe ſmiles 
A dang'rous Circe fraught with charmful wiles. 
When ſome lone trav'ller, from Ontario's ſhore, 
Hears Niagara's ruſhing Cat'racts roar, 
Appall'd he ſtands, with chilling horrour pale, 
Or flies impetuous to ſome diſtant vale, 
Where prone beneath the myrtle's od rous ſhade 
Peaceful and calm may reſt his aching head ; 
Not ſo the native hind, by cuſtom brave, 
Careleſs he hears the foaming ſurges rave, 
Views the wild ſcene with firm and ſteady brow, 
And cleaves in ſport the madding waves below : 
Thus when at firſt from Virtue's path we ſtray, 
How {ſhrinks the feeble heart with ſad diſmay ! 


More 
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More bold at length, by pow'rful habit led, | 
Callous and ſear'd the dreary wilds we tread, 
Behold the gaping gulph of fin with ſcorn, 
And plunging deep to endleſs death are born. 
O ſad eſtate, defilement baſe and foul, 
When Vice lethargic ſpreads Oer all the ſoul ; 
When Conſcience, that impartial judge aſſign dee 
By Heav'n to check, approve, condemn the mind, 
Like Buro ſleeps, and leaves poor Virtue's cauſe 
To a brib'd Jury, and to tyrant laws, 
To luſts corrupt and vile, that wrong to right 


Prefer, and blind with rage, call darkneſs light. 


How bleſt are they, my friend, whoſe Hearts are free 
From Vice, and Paſlion* s grols 1 impurity | ! 
Whoſe mental eyes ideal truths behold ; 
And purg'd from films and tinctures of earth's mould, 
Pervade with lightning-force that bleſt abode, 
Where veil'd in brightneſs reigns th' eternal GOD. 
So *LowTHER lives — No taint of modiſh fin 
Defiles the image of his God within; 
Far from the ſpotleſs temple of his mind | 
Each baſe affection flies, and leaves behind 


= 
Religion, and a love for all mankind : 


* Sir WILLIAM LOWTHER, of Swillington | in Yorkſhire, Bart. 
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Of manners gentle and of truth ſevere, 

Tho! plain not ruſtic, courtly yet ſincere ; 
Benevolent like heav'n, when all around 

It drops down fatneſs on the weary ground: 
No coſtly dainties on his board are ſpread, 

"Tis luxury to him the poor to feed; 

Superior far to all the pomp of dreſs, 

He cloaths the ſhiv'ring Beggar's nakedneſs! 

A friend to every want, and every woe, 

Nor ſcarce to Vice when in diſtreſs a foe 

So LowTHER lives — Oh may he long remain 

The pleaſing ſubject of my moral ſtrain! 

And when at length he quits the well-trod ſtage, 

Retire the joy, and glory of his age; 

As ſome fam'd Actor from the Scene withdraws, 

While crouds tumultuous thunder out applauſe, 

Or Grecian Victor, when the race was done, 
The Crown of glory claim'd, by Virtue won. 
Oh could I hve like him, and thus depart, 
What ſober home-felt joy would ſwell my heart! 
No love of fame ſhould then diſturb my breaſt, 
Nor this, nor that Man's cenſures break my reſt : 


5 | ; Malice 
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Malice in vain a cloud of duſt ſhould raiſe, 


And envy nip the tender buds of praiſe : 
Pleagd would I view the placid Scene within, 
(Thro' a clear Medium, undiſturb'd by ſin) 
Where all the Virtues to perfection riſe, 
And bear their bluſhing glories to the ſkies : 
Bleſt in Oblivion leave the World behind, 


And till with care the garden of my mind. 
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